could not bear 
what happened by 


the darkness; 
a cave then, 
acquiescence. 


The Affair 


I took myself 
rather too fierce 


ly dry. When jousting numbs, 
flips one 
to LIE Now it's just 


what you've v 
amped for,sweet 
yPie: Fuck 
ultee MUTT. 


Afro-Viginette 
Outside the thrift shop,scanning, 
her two kids clutching toys,pull 
ing oppositely. 


"Are you looking for ME?"pickup 
driver's prompt 


intrigue. No I'm not looking for you! Oh 
my no I'm not! 


Their laughing a part 
of the code 


for everything. 


Utterly Aint Misbehaving 


At the invention of fact 
we all stood stock still 
heeding the warning: "We 
want the PROgram, people, 
not the dance! GET it?" 


See 


in her combing 
soft the fall 
ing hair a fan 
breathes. 


After Reading Ann Landers 


for my morning laugh, but 
weighing in among 
the wacky ills. 


In manners of love 
one must remain wary 


of naming another 
imbecile. 


I, 


raging the 
apparent 


Landscape 
encounter 


you in 
gravity, 
revered 


Space, and 
naturally 
displeased, 


displace, 
trumpeting 
too that 


you are not 
to be saved, 
Since saving me 


describes forever 
the visionary 


moment ,meaning 
all; thus,I re 
fute Dr Johnson. 


The Art of It 


This is An Apple 
when you see it 


is not,nor anything, you 
never again halve 


Certainty with 
the others,who, 
in plumb Truth, 


will malaceously knock; and 
thus are apples absconding 


with your shining 
reputation. 


Fog 


An attache case jots 
past a tree,black, both 
or is that wet tree a 
drift back of the case? 


I ask you. In a sense,a 
goes by 6b and therefore... 


(In a sense! --what else 

is there?) Orientation be 

ing convention,so must I, 

for most fastidious you,im 


ply a someone carrying too. 
Such a face! Faithful 

to nothing,we spot a 
constant rub. 


Audiences 


They laughed at William Carlos Williams at Ioway, 
alienold he among that corn where wellaway ‘twas then 
Vanguard,wellfed. Academy 

Rye-tin' n' other oxy 


morons. Padraic Colum at our small place wandering,forgot his 
Gaelic riverbanks, finally 

asking which poem of his we wished recited. 

Not title one we knew. Shaking,he fished down 


and drew up just a line,then a skein,easing 
with those glistening charms our ignorant pain. 


After,in an upper room for junk never redeemed, 


a student mine, female 
in the way reclaiming 


time, enveloped 
his freckled hand. 
Hey! How're you doin? 


rebuts the newest,hustlin' 
jive of all bored 
auditoriums,All American 
suety whores. 


The Auslander 


plopped as I entered. Out! I ordered. So, 
just what do you think you're doing, 
anyway? Weighing some fine point of 


justice in your own warped favor? 


Seeking to embarrass 
with your crude aesthetic? 


Skipping a shower the more to relish 
those stranger odors your trash 


food sweats? Accents,uh huh! 
Surfing a girl in hope 
the line of her panty shows? 


The latter I know;the rest 
educated guesses. 


"I admit nothing,but I'll part, 
like you,foreign to my heart." 


